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Pastries and Photos 


Author's Notes: 
Obviously | don't own anything that has to do with the band, and this is merely fluff from my own imagination. 
The ending is a bit weak, but hey, it's my first completed fic. 


As soon as you walk into the apartment, you hear him. Priest is planning on performing Exciter live for the 
first time in a long while, and Rob's been practicing every chance he gets. Every. Chance. 


To ease those nasty butterflies, you'd decided to stop by Krispy Kreme and get him donuts. Despite his 
leather-wearing, whip-carrying, macho exterior, there isn't much Robert John Arthur Halford won't do for 


pastries. 


Its really been too long since you last saw the guys; especially Rob. They'd spent some solid time in America 
after their first world tour, and it was merely coincidence that you stumbled upon lan in a Krispy Kreme (the 
very same establishment you'd just visited). The two of you exchanged pleasantries, and soon found yourself 
enthralled in conversation. lan explained that Priest was still an up and coming band, and that he truly thought 
great things were ahead. Ultimately, the rest of the band was waiting for lan to bring the box of donuts over 


to their table, and he'd introduced you. You truly hit it off with the lot of them, but there was something 


special between you and Rob. 


The two of you became all but inseparable throughout the few months the band had spent in your town. 
Nothing was romantic about it, and thats not because of Rob's sexuality (which he'd told you about quietly 


one night, a few weeks after you'd met). In all honesty, the relationship was, and is one of close friendship. 


You come out of your reverie as you approach his bedroom door. He's still belting out every verse as if he's 
on stage in front of millions of fans. Opening the door, you step inside. Seeing him instantly brings a smile to 
your face, and you wait for him to finish the chorus. 


A few moments later, he stops and let's out a long breath. You begin to clap and whistle in applause. Rob 
jumps a bit and quickly turns around, his face lighting up instantly. "What are you doing here?!" He hurries 
over and throws his arms around you without hesitation, causing the bag of donuts to fall to the floor. 
Laughing, you eagerly return the hug and reply. "Well, | heard this band called Judas Priest was in town, and | 
just had to check them out. | think they're, uh, a metal band?" 


Rob chuckles and releases you and steps back. "Eh, they're not bad. They put on a helluva show." 


Still grinning, you sit down on the bed behind you. "How are you, Rob? Being a fucking rock star must have its 
perks, huh?" 


He leans on the dresser and casually replies. "Not gonna lie, it's pretty cool. It's kinda intense sometimes 
though.. The band is really the only constant, ya know? The boys and me lack some stability, and we're really 
still getting used to it all." 


You're smile becomes softer, and listening to him vent to you makes you realize how much you've really 
missed him. It's been two years since you'd seen each other, and even longer than that since you had any solid 


time together. 


"Well, funny you mention stability.." you hesitate, a bit uncomfortable with what you're about to propose. He 


looks at you expectantly, and raises his eyebrows. "You know how | was planning on pursuing photography?" 


"Of course, how could | not? | was your muse, after all” He puts on a mock-serious expression and poses 


goofily with his hands on his hips. 

"Jesus" you try to conceal the amusement that's etched into your face. "Well anyway, | was wondering if you 
guys, uh, needed a photographer. I've been pursuing it pretty seriously for a while now, and I'm pretty damn 
good, and | miss you." you trail off lamely. 


‘I'm sorry what was that?" He leans closer. "Didn't quite catch that last part." 


You sigh. "| miss hanging out with you guys." 


"Nunununo, that's not it, seriously what'd you say?" Rob's smirking now and still getting closer. 
You look him squarely in the eyes and repeat what you'd originally said. "I. Miss. You." 


"Ahhhhhhh there we go! | knew thats what | heard! Haha!" He's now in reach. Still looking him in the eyes, you 
reach out and sharply (not sharply enough to be painful) poke him on his side just below his ribs. 


Rob lets out a yelp and doubles over onto the floor with a loud thunk. You snort and begin to laugh. "Are you 
actually still that ticklish?!" 


He makes no effort to get up, but rather rolls over and curls himself into a semi-ball. "Fuck you." 

His short retort sends you even further into hysterics. Between bouts of laughter you try to apologize. "l'm- 
I'm sorry! Come on buddy get up." You can't help but be condescending while he's in his current state. "Are 
you five?" 


"Are you?! You poked me, you knob." He remains facing opposite of you. 


"Okay fine, I'm sorry, Rob. Look, | brought you donuts to ease your nerves for tomorrow, but now | suppose 


they'll suffice as a peace offering?" You pick up the bag for the floor and dangle it in his direction 


He abruptly rolls over, grabs the bag, and returns to his former position with remarkable speed and agility. His 
voice is muffled with donut as he says "You're lucky they're glazed." 


"Look, this isn't exactly my first rodeo." You reply fondly. You really did miss this. 

Unbeknownst to the both of you, Glenn had heard Rob hit the floor from downstairs, and had been watching 
the ordeal unfold. During a comfortable silence, he decides to clear his throat. You start, but Rob just slowly 
stands up, crumbs falling everywhere. 


He looks at Rob, lips quirking slightly "You sure you're gay, mate?" 


Rob rolls his eyes "Oh fuck off, | was merely discussing business with our new photographer." Rob looks over 


at you, then back at Glenn, whose face remains neutral. 


"Sounds good.. Those donuts?" He points his chin at the bag in Rob's hand, who reluctantly opens the bag. He 
takes two out, and tosses the rest to Glenn, who holds the bag up, offers a "Cheers." and walks away. 


Once alone again, Rob takes a bite out of one of the donuts, and you stare vaguely in his direction. "So I'm in?" 


You ask peering up at him 


Mouth once again full of baked good, he replies "Of course you're in, Jesus, you think just because l'm in a 


band | don't miss you? Don't be silly." He swallows the remaining donut as he finishes that sentiment. 
Unable to contain you're excitement you get up and hug him again. Of course he reciprocates, and the hug 
lingers. As odd as it sounds, it's almost like you're both anticipating what's to come. When you pull away you 


take the one donut still in his hand an take a bite. "Thanks for grabbing me one-" 


Before you can finish your statement his eyes widen and he almost yells. "That wasn't for you! You said they 


were for my jitters! | needed that I'm still jittery!" He continues on in outrage, but you aren't really listening. 


But honestly, how could you be? 


